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For, whatever you believe or disbelieve in the Hebraic
compilation that we call Holy Writ, guard yourself from
shaking off the belief that God visits the sins of the children
unto the third and fourth generation: and if there were no
God the effects would be the same. . . .
A car approaches that spot rather sensationally, going
perforce with caution down a steep, bad road on a bankside
and having to pass over a level-crossing onto a right-angle
turn. So that, rather suddenly, the car still hesitating, you
see a great tree, its foliage very far from the ground and,
sheltering beneath it, a row of what in a London slum would
be called squalid tenements. They are the old barracks
provided by the local slave-dealer for newly arrived slaves.
The local inhabitants appear to regard them without emo-
tion but, myself, I have never passed them without seeing
them all in black—as if a sable patch surrounded that spot
in a valley bottom.
Please understand. I am not a philanthropist, I am a
moralist very amateur. I have no noble faith and no
glorious aims. I desire simply to see things in this world—
its public affairs—conducted in a ship-shape fashion. As far
as I know the African slaves in the American South did not
have too bad a time. . . . Except for a short period in
South Carolina, before the evolution of the rice-husking
mill and the cotton gin, negroes being cheap then, a slave
was a valuable piece of property. He was worth more than
a pedigree cow or a prize blood-horse—and he was more
productive. So it stands to common sense that he was
treated as well as such a beast, with the idea of keeping him
in as good working mettle, and preserving his life as long as
possible. No doubt there were Sadist planters in that day
. . . but Southern public opinion no more tolerated a man
who was habitually brutal to his negroes than to-day it
would tolerate a man who was habitually cruel to his cattle
or his cats and dogs. . . . That is the merest common sense.
. . . It is impossible to thiiik that in a social organization
that produced Jefferson and Washington—who were both
slave-owners—even though it died at the hands of a Grant,
who was also one, if a very small one—it is impossible to

